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HONEYMOON WITH HIS FOLKS,
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Go to friends for advice;
To woman for pity;

To strangers for charlty;
Tao relatives for nothing.
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Fvery young man means well, no
doubt, when he urges the girl whom
he 18 so soon to
make his bride to
consent to spend
their honeymoon
with his folks, If
he can only spara
two weeks from
business, and hls
folks, whom he
has not seen for
years, llve In &
distant city, he 18
usuully extremely
anxious to “klll
two birds with
one stone,” as It
were.

“You will be
sure of the heart-
{est of welcomes,”
he declares en-
thuslastically, adding: “They love
you, dear, already quite as much from
your letters to them us for my sake”
The bride-to-be, seeing that he has his
heart set upon it, is reluctant to say
him nay.

In the far-off boyhood home the old
folks are greatly escited over the joy-
ful intelligence that Charlie has really
eonsented that the honeymoon of his
bride and himself shall be spent with
themy, They Inspect the spare room
carefully. Are the old-fashioned fur-
plture and the faded carpet good
enough? Aunt Hester turns up her
nose at the query, “If she's a sensi-
ble young woman, she will take things
as she finds 'em, If she's an upstart,
you couldn't please her if you refur-
nished the place from top to bottom.
My advice is to keep her In her place
from the first minute she crosses the
threshold., 1f she sees she can boss
and can get the upper hand, you'll
have trouble with her from the start."
‘With this and sundry other warnings
ringing in their ears, the old couple
awalt the coming of the nuspicious duy
and the bride snd groom with fear
and trembling,

Father goes to the station te meet
them. Instead of the buxom young
woman they had somehow pictured
her to be, he beholds a frall young
thing in bridal gray—{rein gray tulle
hat with Its pale blulsh rose to the
smart pearl-gray boots and gray
gloves. The lovely apparition almost
takes hils mother's breath away. No
wonder such a lovely girl had taken
her boy's heart by storm. She feels
a timidity about approaching and of-
fering a kiss to the beautiful elty girl
-—gven though she had just wedded
her Charlle,

Aunt Hester frowned her disapprov-
ul of her on sight. “She'll want to
sit right down and be walted on llke
a queen,” she whispered sharply in
her sister-in-law's ear. “You'd better
let me maonage her.” She led the
bride up to her room to Inspect it
while mother and son were crying and
laughing in the sume breath in each
other's fond enibrace. Qulte as soon
a8 Aunt Hester gets the bride alone,
she proceeds to “take the starch out
of the stuck-up thing" as she men-
tally phrases it. “You won't find this
a hotel, an' there's no malds to wait
on you, 50 you'd better be prepared to
do for yourself. We eat breakfast at
elght o'clock sharp, and you'd better
be on hand. If yon want any eggs
cooked any new-fangled way, you'll
have to do the cooking of ‘em, If it
ruins, be sure to pull down those win-
dows., Good-night."

The little bride does her best to
keep back her tears as Charlie strides
briskly Into the room, “Didn’t you
love the old folks on sight, kid?" he
asks blithely, continulng: *“I knew
you would. And isn't Aunt Hester the
dearest, kindest soul in the world?
We will have a delightful honeymoon
bere. Everyone will make It so pleas-
ant for us" ) )

The bride kept her own counsel. She
wasn't so sure about happiness. She
wished she hadn't consented to spend
her honeymoon with husband's rela-
tives.

GIVING UP WEALTH FOR LOVE.

She to him will reach her hand,

And gazing In his eyes will stand,
And know her love and weep for gles
.And ery: "Long, long I've looked for

thee."”

How much s love worth to the av-
erage young woman? That is the ques-
tion honest-hearted men have been
asking themselves the world over, In
all climes and under every sun. Many
a poor youth, earnest of purpose,
who=a life, heart and deeds were clean,
whose ambition was houndless and
whosge honor none could galnsay, has
geen his love dream shattered by an
aged gray-heard crossing his sweet-
heart's path, whose only clalm to at-
tentlon was his money bags.

No wonder such a youth loses all

| friends may
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sands wouald, of her own volitlon, pre-
fer gilded age to poor, but warm-heart-
od youth and the love that satisfies,
Overambitions relatives and illy-chosen
influence and Auirly
coerce many a girl to give up a poor
lover for a wealthy one, but if left to
follow out her own promptings of heart
her cholee will always fall upon the
man who has guined her love.

This iz especlally true of young
widows. The girl dreams of love, not
knowing what she will miss If she ex-
changes It for the dross of wealth. The
widow knows full well the true mean-
ing of real love to a woman—that it
is more preclous by far than all the
wealth of the Indles, If she has mar-
ried the first time for wealth and po-
gition, she pever makes so futal & mis-
take the second time.

Apropos of this subject, nll of the
soclal world has been Intensely excited
over the fact that one of New York's
youngest and wealthiest and most
bheautiful widows has given up a prince-
Iy fortune and stepped out of a marble
palace to wed the man of her cholee,
Her late husband’'s will subjected her
to those conditions should she rewed.
The whole world wondered when a
voung and handsome suitor appenred
upon the scene which wey her cholee
would turn—to the cold marble walls
with thelr wealth of paintings looking
down upon her, and the checks, each
one a fortune in Itself, which paid her
for remalning the dead multimillion-
aire's widow, heaped up before her or
the warm-thrilling arms and eagen
pulsing, responsive heart of the young
man who could not count hisfortune in
anywhere like such colossul figures,

There was no stroggle to declde,
Could the marble palace, the grand old
paintings, plates of gold, lveried serv-
ants aud all the trappings of wealth
dand the power of a grand old name,
soothe n heart sighing for the clusp of
g human hand whose magnetic touch
made her heart beat faster, a near
presence, dearer yet than all others,
that could turn loneliness into a heaven
of cheerlness, light, joy and the love
which makes llving worth while?

The one experience of marrylng for
wenlth 18 enough for any woman. It
teaches her the grand lesson that love
which Is God-glven I8 not for barter or
gnle; that it Is priceless, the father's
richest, most wonderful of blessings
with which he endows his children,
True love outwelghs wealth every time,
Wealth can only procure worldly
things; it cannot buy love or live,
Love, returned, repays all sorrows, It
18 life's staff.

GIRLS ALONE ON VACATIONS.

Self-reverencs, self-knowledge, self-cons
trol—
These three alona lead life te soveralgn
power,
Yet not for power (power by herself
would
Come uncalled for), but to llve by law,
Acting the law wa llve by without fear;

And, because right is right, to follow
right

Were wisdom in the scorn of conse-
quence,

No one longs more for vacation time
to roll around than the young girl who
is a wagearner in office, shop or fac-
tory. The hard treadmill of work hus
stolen the roses from her cheeks and
the elasticity from her step. She
would have a fortnlght's rest free from
cnre,

But can she go' away from home
alone? Her father says yes, of course
she can—why not? The right kind of
a girl can take care of herself any-
where and under all elrcumstances,
The mother Is not quite so sure of that,
She knows that It I1s the companlons
with whom a young girl is brought in
contact durlng the summer vncntlon
trips that can make or mar her life,

The chaperoned girl is not lonely for
wiant of comrades, The working girl
yearns for someone to speak to, In the
most famous hostelries or to the coun-
try town Inn comes the vampire wom-
an always rendy to prey upon feminine
innocence. She Ingratiates herself in
the good graces of girls who are alone
on thelr vacations, and therefore un-
protected, and Introduces them to a
class of young men they should not
know, It Is she who begulles them in-
to the hablt of staying out late at
night, to accept treats In the shape of
sodas from these men who think it a
great lark to substitute something
stronger for the pink lemonude or soda,
lnughing hilarionsly at the girl's plight
and subsgequent discomfiture.

Girls golng away alone on thelr va-
cations cannot be too careful In regard
to forming new acquaintances, male or
female, Girls should be told at an
early age the necessity and responsi-
bility of guarding themselves and ward-
ing off danger In whateéver form It may
come to them. J
' Women should take to heart the
warning regarding summer treats. In
nine cases out of ten a man has no fur-
ther intention than being gallant. The
tenth man may not be so noble and dis-
interested In regard to the conse-
quences. It Is not always possible for
a girl to find vacation accommodations
among friends or at a place where she
can spend a few pleasant days or
weeks for the small sumn she can af-
ford to pay. Girls' eamps are a boon
to girls who must go alone on their
vacation outings. There I3 always an
elderly woman or two of the highest
respectabllity and a love for her duty,
to mother the girls and watch carefully
s0 that no ewe lamb wanders astray.

Under such chaperonage the hearts
of the anxious ones at home know no

worry. There Is a world of comfort in
knowing that a girl 1s In safe mm]fany

falth In love's wondrous power, bellev- | —that she can enjoy every moment of

ing that the majority of feminine hearts
eould be lured to love's bargaln coun-

hard, soulless pold.

her vacation and no harm assall her,
Rather than consent to let your girls

ter and be bought by the one who | £0 alone on thelr vacation summer
could bid the highest amounnt of goid,

'putings to places you are not well acs
|guaintec with, send them to girls'

It may be earpestly and safely stated ' camps. -
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CHAPTER XXIl=—Continued.
—15—

Harlan's lean, fine-lined face was a
study in changing emotions as he read.
But at the end there was an aggrieved
look in his eves, mirroring the poignant
regret of & newsman who has foumd a
priceless story which he dares not use,

“It's ripping,” he sighed, “the big-
gest plece of fireworks a poor devil of
a newspaper man ever had a chance
to touch off. But, of courss, I can't
print it."

“Why ‘of course'?"

“For the same reason that a sane
man doesn't peek down the muzzle of
a loaded gun when he s monkeying
with the trigger. I want to live a little
while longer.”

Brouillard looked relieved.

“] thought, perhaps, it wans on ac-
count of your investments," ho said.

“Not at the present writing," amend-
ed Harlan with a grin. "I got a cnse of
cold feet when wehad that little let-up
a while back, and when the marke!
opened 1 cleaned up and sent the sure-
enough little round dollars home to
Ohio."

“And still you won't print this?"

“T'd like to; you don't know how
much I'd like to. Dut they'd hang me
and sack the shop. I shouldn't blame
‘em. If what you have sald here ever
gets into eold type. it's good-by Mirap-
olis. Why, Brouillard, the whole Uni-
ted States would rise up and tell us to
got off the map. You've made us look
like thirty cents trying to block the
wheels of a million dollars—and that {s
about ihe real size of it, 1 guess.”

“Then it i8 your opinion that if this
were printed it would do the busi-
ness?"’

“There isn’t the slightest doubt about
i y

“Thank you, Harlan, that {s what [
wanted to find out—if I had made It
strong enough. It'll be printed. I'll
put it on the wires to the Associated
Press. | was merely giving you the
first hack at it.”

“Gee—gosh! hold on & minute!" ex-
claimed the newsman, jumping up and
snapping his fingers. “If 1 weren't
such a dod-gasted coward! Let me
run in a few ‘It 18 alleged’s’, and T'll
chanes it.”

“No; It goes as it lles. There are no
mllegations. It I8 merely a string of
cold facts, as you very well know,
Print it If you lke, and I'll see to it
that they don’t hang you or loot the
office. 1 have two hundred of the
gafest men on my force under arms to-
night, and we'll take care of you. I'm
in this thing for blood, Harlan, and
when 1 get through. this little obstruc:

“If What You Have Said Here Evar
Gets Into Cold Type, It's Good-by!"

tion in the way of progress that Cort-
wright and his erowd planned. and
that you and I and a lot of other fools
and knaves helped to build, will be
cooling itself under two hundred leel
of water."

“Good Lord!" sald the editor, still
uneble to compass the barbaric gud-
denness of it. Then he ran his eye
over the scratch sheets again, “Does
this formal notice that the waste-gales
will be closed three weeks from tomor
row go as it stands?” he inquired.

“It does, ] have the department s al-
thority. You know as well as | do that
unless & fised day s set there will be
no move made, We are all trespassers
here, and we've been warned off,
That's all there {8 to it. And I we
cen't get our little belongings up into
the hills in three weeks it's our luss;
we had no business bringing them
here,"”

The editor looked up with a light of
a new digcovery In his eycs. "You eay
‘we' and ‘our,’ ‘That reminds me;
Garner told me no longer ago thun thie
afternoon that you are on record for
something Jke a hundred thousand
dollars’ worth of cholee Mirapolis
front feet. How about that?”

Broulllard's smile was quite heart
whole,

“I've kept my salary in a separate

| pocket, Harlan. Besides that—well, |

e,

came hero with nothing and 1 shall go
away with nothing. The rest of it
was all stage money™

“Say—by hen!" ejaculated the own-
er of the Spotlight. Then, smiting the
desk: “Youought to let me print that.
I'd run it in red headlines across the
top of the front page. But, of course,
you won't, Well, hera goos
for the fireworks and a chance of a
soaped rope.” And he pushed the bell
button for the copy boy,

Late as it was when he left the Spot-
light office, Brouillard waited on the
corner for a Quadjenal ear, nnid, catch-
ing one, he was presently whisked out
to the ornate villa in the eastern
suburb, There was a light in the hall
and nnother in a room to the rear, and
it was Amy who answered hig touch
of the bell-push.

“No, T can't stay.” he sald, when she
asked him in. "Bt 1 had to come, it
it was enly for a minute, The deed is
done.  I've had my nexttotholast
routil-upy with Mr. J. Wesley Cort-
wright, and tomorrow's Spotlight will
fire tho sunser gun for Mirapolis. 18
your father here?”

“No. UHe and Stevie are up at the
mine. 1 am looking for them on every
ocar.”

“When they come, tell your father
it's time to hike. Are you all packed?"

She nodded, “Everything Is ready.”

“All right, Thres of wy teams will
be hora by midnicht, at the latest, The
drivers and helpers will bo good men
and you can trust them. Don't let any-
thing interfers with vour getting safo-
Iy up to the mountaln tonight. There'll
bo warm times in Gomorrah from this
on and 1 want & free hand—which 1
shouldn't have with you here”

“0Oh, I'm glad, glad!—and I'm just as
senred as I can be!"” she gasped with
true feminine Inconsistency., "They
will gingle you out first; what it | am
sending you to your death, Victor! Oh,
please don't go and break my heart
the other way across by getling
killed!"

He drew a deep breath and laughed.

“You don't know how good it sounds
to hear you say that—and say it in
that way, [ sha'n't be reckless. But
I'm going to bring J. Wesley and his
crowd to book—they've got to go, and
they've got to turn the ‘Little Susan’
loose,"

“They will never do that," she sald
eadly.

“1"ll make them; you wait and see,”

She looked up with the violet eyes
kindling.

“I told you once that you could do
anything you wanted to—If you only
wanted to hard enough., 1 belleved 1t
then; I belleve it now."”

“No,” he denied with a smile that
was half sorrowful, “I can't make two
hills without a valley between them.
I've chased down the back track like
a little man—for love's sake, Amy—
and I've burned all the bridges behind
me a8 I ran; namely, the sham decds
to the pleces of reservolr bottom T'd
been buying. Dut when it fs all over
I shall be just where | was when wo
hegan—exactly one hundred thousand
dollars short of being able to say:
‘Come, girl, let's go and get marriod." "

“But father owes you a hundred
thousand dollars,” she said quickly.

“Not in & hundred thousand years,
0 most inconsistent of women! Didn't
wo agree that that money was
poisoned? It was the purchase price
of an lmmortal soul; and 1 wouldn’t
touch it with a pair of tongs, That ia
why your father couldn’t use it; it be-
longed to the devil and the devil want-
ed it back."”

“Father won't take that view of It,"
she protested.

“Then you'll have to help me to bully
him, that's all. But I must go and re-
lieve Grizzy, who 18 doing guard duty
at the mixers., . . Tell your fa-
ther—no, that {sn't what I meant to
say, it's this—" and his arma went
guddenly across the hundred-thousand-
dollar chasm.

CHAPTER XXIII :
Exodus

In the Yellowstone Natlonal park
there |8 an apparently bottomloss pit
which can be instantly transformed in-
to a gpouting, roaring Vesuvius of boll-
ing water by the simple expedient of
dropping a bar of scap into It

The Spotlight went to press at three
o'elock. Dy the eurliest graying of
dawn, and long buofore the sun had
shown ftsel® above the castern Timan-
youis, DBrouvillards bar of scap wal
melting and the Mirzpolitan under-
depths were beginning to hedve. Like
wildfire, the news spread from lip to
lip and street to strect, and by sunrise
the gevser was retelilng and vomiting,
belehing debris of cries and maledie-
tions, and pouring excited and riotous
crowds into Chigringo avenue

Most naturally, the Spotlight office
was the first point of attack, and Har-
lan suffered loss, though it was Incon-
giderable. At the battering down of
the doors the angry mob found itself
confronting the young reclamation
gervice chief and four members of hia
staff, all armed. Bioulllard spoke
briefly and to the point
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“l1 am the man who wrote that ar
ticle you've boen reading, nud Mr. llar-
Ian printed It a8 a matter of pews, 1f
you have anything o say to me you
know whera to find mo. Now, move
on and let Mr. Harlan’s property alone
or somebody will get hurt."

Nobody stayed to press the argu-
ment at the moment, An early-morn-
ing mob i& proverbially Incoherent and
incohesive; und, besides, loaded Win-
chesters In the hands of five deter-
mined men are apt to have an elo-
quencea which {8 more or less con-
| vincing.

‘ But with the opening of businesa the
goevser spouted again. The exchanges |
woere mobbed by cager sellers, each
frenzied struggler hoping against hope
that he might find someone simple

enough to buy. At ten o'clock the bank

The Spotlight Office Was the First
Point of Attack.

closed—""Temporarily,” the placard no-
tice sald, But thers were plenty to be-
lieve that it would nevaer open again.

Dy noon the tradimg panic had ex-
hausted itself & little, though the lobby
and cafe of the Metropols wore crowd-
ed, and anxlous groups quickly formed
around any nuclous of rumor or gossip
in the strects.

Iletween ona and two o'clock, while
Broufllard, Leshington and Anson were
hastily eating n luncheon sent over to
the mapping room from Dongras', Har-
lan drifted in.

| ol emiptying the town

to us from this out.
wa oan do

Broutilard shook his head
want to stop the retreat. I've heard
rrom President Ford, The entire west-
tern division will hustle the business
und the quicker
it is done the sooner It will be over.”

For a tumultuous week the flight
from the doomed eity went on, and the
overtaxed singletrack railroad wrought
miracles of transportation. Not untll
the second woek did the idea of mate-
rinl salvage take root, but, once start-
ed, It grew ke Jonah's gourd Hun-
dreda of wrecking crews wera formed.

“It begins to look a lttle better”™
sald Anson on the day In the third
week when the army of government
Inborera began to strip the final forms
from the top of the great wall which
now united the twe mountain shoul-
ders and  complotely  overshadowed
and dominated the dismantled town.
“If the avenus would only take its
huneh amd go, the agony would bae
n\'t‘]“,"

It will be worse hefore it Is better,”
wis the young chief's prediction, and
the foreboding verifled ftself that
nieht. Looting of o more or logs brazen
sort had been going on from the first,
and by nine o'elock of the night of
prodictlon a loosely organized mob ot
drink-maddened terrorists was drifting
from etrect to sireot, and there were
violenee and incendiarism to follow,

Though the property destruction
mattered lttle, the anarchy It was
breeding had to he eontrolled, Broull-
lard and Leshington got out their re-
gerve force and did what they could to
restors mome semblance of order. It
was litle enough; and by ten o'clock
the amateur policing of the city had
reduced itsell to a double guarding of
tho dam and tha machinery, and a
cordoning of the Motropole, the re-
clamation service bulldings, and the
Spotlight office. For Harlan, the dash
of sporting blood in his veins assert-
ing itself, still stayed on and continued
to Issua his paper.

“l sald 1 wanted to be in at the
death, and for o fow minutes tonight 1
thought 1 was going to be,” he told
Broulllard, when the engineer had
posted his guards and had climbed the
sgtalr to the oditorial ofMce, Then he
asked a question:  “When Is this littles
holl-on-earth going to bo finally extin-
gulshed, Vietor?"

Instead of answering, Brouillard put
n question of his own: “Did you know
that Cortwright and Schermerhorn and
Judge Willlams came back this eve-
ning, Harlan?"

“I d1d,” sald the newspaper man,
“They aro reglastered at the Metropola

Is thers anything

“1 don't

“Splll your news,” commanded Lesh-
ington gruMy., “What's doing, and |
who's dolng 1t?"

“Nobody, and nothing much,” sald
Harlan, answerlng the two queries os
one., "The town la falllng apart ke
a bunch of sand and the get-away has
get in. Two full trains went east this
| forenoon, and two more are scheduled
for thls afterncon if the rallroad peo-
ple can got the cars here

“Good-by,  Mitle  glrl,  good by,
hummed Grislow, entering in time to
henr the report of the filght

But Leshington was shaking hisg big
[ head moodily. *“Laugh about it If yon

can, but ft'a no joke” he growled.
| "When the froth {s blown away and
| the bubbles quit rising. thero arg gpoing
to be some mighty bitter settlings left
in the bottom of the stein”

| “You're right, Leshington,” sald
| Harlan, gravely, “What we're seeing
\ now is only the shocked purpriss of it
—a8 when a man gays ‘Ouch!' hefors
he realizes that the dog which has bit-
ten him has a well-developed case of
rabies. We'll come to the hydrophoble
gtago later on."

Ry nightfall of this first day the edi-
tor's ominous prophecy seemped about
to reach Ite fullillment. The avenue
wiaa crowded sgain and the din and
clamor was the roar of a mob [nfurl
ated, Broulllard and Leshington had
just returned from posting a company |
of the workmen guard at the mixers |
and erushers, when Grislow, who had |
been scouting on the avenue, camo in.

“Harmless enough yet," he reported. |
“It'a only soms more of the getaway
| that Harlan was deseribing.  Just the

same, IU's something awful, Peopla
gre fairly climbing over one another
on the road up the hill to the station— |
| with no possible bopa of getling a
| train before some time tomorrow. |
Teamsters are charging twenty-live
dollars a load for moving stuff that
| won't find cars for a week, and they're
| searce at the price”

{ Leshington, who was not normally a
profane man, opencd his mouth and
gald things

“If the Cartwright crowd had one
man in it with & single ldea bevond
saving his own miserahle grake!™ he
stormed  “What are the spell-binders
doing, Grizzy 7"

The hydrographer grinned, "“Cort-
wright and a chosen few left this aft- |
ernoon, hotfoot, for Washington, to get
the government to Interfere. That's |
the story they'd like to have the people |
belleve. But the fact (s, they ran |
away from Judge Lynch.”

“Yeg: 1 think I eee 'em coming back
:-—nnt!" snorted the first assistant.
| Then to Brouillard;

i

“That puts it up ,

a8 largn ns lfe”
“What's up?"

“That 18 what I'd llke to know,

| Thera’'s a bunch of strangers at the

Motropole, too, a sheriff's posse,
Poodlos thinks; ot least, there (s a
deputy from Red DButte with the
crowd."

Harlan tilted back In his chair and
aeanned the eofling reflectively. “This
thing 1a getting on my nerve, olid man.
I wigh wn could clean the siate and all
1o home."

“It {8 golng to be cleaned. Notlces
will he posted tomorrow warning
averyhody that the waste-gates will he
closed promptly on the date adver
tised,"

“When 18 1t? Things have bheen re-
volving too rapldly to lot me remembar
such o arivial ftem nsg o date.”

“It {8 the day after tomorrow, at
noon."

The owner of the Spotlight nodded.
“Lot her go, Gallagher, 've got every-
thing on skids, even the presses. Au

| ravoir—or perhaps one should say, Au

reservolir.”

Fresh shoutings and a crackling of
platols arose in the direction of the
plaza, and Hroufllard got up and went
to & window, The red glow of other
house burnings loomed ngalnst the
somber background of Jack's moun-
taln.

“Seneeless savages!" he muttered,
and then went back to the editor. “I
don't Mke ahis Certwright reappear-
anee, Harlmn, 1 wish [ knew what It
moeans "

“Let's gen' sald the newsman
thoughtfully; "what (8 there worth
taking that they didn’t take In the
sauve qul peut? By Jove—say! Did
old David Massingale get out of J.
Vesley's clutches before the lightolng
struck 7" )

“] wish I conld say 'Yes', and be sure
of it,” was the gober reply. “You knew
about the thieving stock deal, or what
you didn't know 1 told you, Well, I
had Masegingale, ns president, call &
meeting of directors—whilch never
mot.  Afterward, acting under legal
adviee, he went on working the mine,
and he's been working it ever since,
ghipping a good bit of ore now and
then, when he could sguecze it in be-
twoen the get-away trains, Of course,
there 18 bound to be a future of some
sort; but that is the present conditiom
of affairs.”

“How about those notes in the bank®
Whasn't Massingale personally involved
in some way?"

Brouillard bounded out of his chair
as if the question had been a points
blank pistol shot,

(TO DE CONTINUEDD
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